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INTERVIEW WITH 
OTTO STRUVE 


INTERVIEWERS 


would like discuss with you, briefly, the way which scien- 
tists communicate. First, however, perhaps you could tell something 
about what you do, astronomer. 


STRUVE 


Well, what personally make observations one our 
observatories, especially the Mt. Wilson observatory, and back 
office and think hard can about the meaning the results 
which detect the photographic plates. The work the astronomer 
very largely consists trying explain what sees photographic 
plates. That involves certain amount measurement discussing 
the direct results the observations, and then creating idea— 
developing hypothesis— which can tested other observations 
and that may, later, develop into complete theory. And that about 
the type work that astronomer does and very similar what 
the physicist does, chemist, geologist. 


INTERVIEWERS 


How did you become interested astronomy 


STRUVE 


Well, personal case this was somewhat different from the 
usual procedure. Now happens that great-grandfather, 
grandfather, and father were all astronomers, and quite natu- 
rally followed their footsteps. But that not frequent occurrence 
think most astronomers have been attracted 
the mystery the universe, the challenge trying explain what 
they see the sky and think the most successful astronomers our 
time are people who became interested astronomy when they were 
quite young, high school even before high school. Some them 
have developed interest, for example, telescope making. They 
ground mirrors and polished mirrors and made telescopes for them- 


OTTO STRUVE 


selves, and then they started looking through the telescopes. They were, 
perhaps, fascinated the appearance the rings Saturn, and they 
would want know why that Saturn has rings and the other 
planets not. And think that the type astronomer who does 
the best work today. 

Now, other people get into astronomy because they find that there 
are close relations between astronomy and physics. Certain problems 
physics cannot solved the physical laboratory because the phys- 
ical laboratory does not have enough space and doesn’t give enough 
time, while astronomy deal with enormous distances and have, 
say, objects that are representative different ages. There are 
some stars that are five billion years old, and there are other stars that 
are only about 100 thousand years old, that can discuss problems 
evolution astronomy that cannot touched physical labora- 
tory. And number very distinguished physicists have turned 
astronomy. 


INTERVIEWERS 


When Lucretius wrote the Nature Things, talked what 
seems kind picture language; for example, spoke the 
hooks” the atoms falling through the void. For long time 
those who investigated nature were able communicate with laymen 
these terms. However, they longer can; science has passed 
through language change, well technical change (that is, 
change methodology), and many today scientists speak 
tongues. 

you think, nevertheless, that there might still tendency for 
some scientists become poets when they are describing their theories 
the universe? 


STRUVE 


Yes, think every creative scientist sense poet. appre- 
ciates the rhythm the universe and the mystery what observes 
the universe. There very close connection. would not say that 
astronomers tend very successful poets, however. Many astron- 
mers, though, have been very good musicians: Sir William Herschel, 
who was one the greatest astronomers all time, was very able 
composer. 


INTERVIEW 


INTERVIEWERS 


you find yourself attracted any particular theory the uni- 
verse because the aesthetic pleasure that comes from the form, from 
perhaps the logical consistency that theory 


STRUVE 


Well, the aesthetic pleasure theory comes 
the theory successful. develop theory that permits 
predict results that cannot otherwise predicted, then experience 
aesthetic pleasure. think the aesthetic pleasure just part 
creating successful theory. Now, the theory not consistent with 
the facts, find that there are some results that not fit into the 
theory, then that produces the opposite effect. 


INTERVIEWERS 


Ambiguity good thing certain kinds poetry, but seems 
bad thing scientific communication. Are there any areas which 
scientists themselves tend vague? are unable give precise 
definitions what they 


STRUVE 


Yes, suppose that that the case. Every scientist tries 
exact can possibly be, but that does not mean that always suc- 
ceeds. Now, for example, when talk about the law universal 
gravitation: Sir Isaac Newton and many his followers have devel- 
oped the theory great detail, and yet scientist can explain what 
gravitation is; that there certainly certain vagueness that re- 
mains all scientific theories. Gravitation only one very many 
examples. When talk about from the stars—we can 
measure the amount light and can describe the color the light, 
can make use light source information about the motions 
the stars, but still not know what light 


INTERVIEWERS 


this one difference between science, very broad sense, and, 
say, philosophy, broad sense? That is, that disputes about mean- 
ing not occur science? 


OTTO STRUVE 


STRUVE 


Oh, yes, there are disputes this sort science, great many 
disputes. One talks about light wave motion and one talks about 
light stream corpuscles photons. the present time the two 
forms, the two definitions light, are used concurrently and there 
longer any conflict between them, but the past there certainly 
was conflict. Some scientists would say, well, believe light wave 
motion other scientists would say, well, now, that all wrong, and 
can prove that light comes the form pho- 
tons. And that would true even now: one can talk about, one can 
discuss ...at the moment can’t think very good example... 
but there certainly are great many differences this kind that 
discuss and argue about. 


INTERVIEWERS 


might say successful image poetry, “Yes, that how 
looks,” but the scientist, giving report, usually says something like, 
“That how is.” Still, attempting communicate with the lay- 
man, the scientist often has make his appeal through the use 
metaphor and simile. How valuable communication this sort, 
how useful 


STRUVE 


think extremely valuable and every scientist who takes part 
teaching makes use this method constantly. Now the same time, 
the scientist always aware that any comparison two basically dis- 
tinct phenomena some extent dangerous. might inclined 
just think, himself, and certainly induce the minds the stu- 
dents, the thought that certain properties the phenomenon 
using describe more difficult phenomenon are also applicable the 
phenomenon tries discuss, tries explain, and that often 
source confusion and very great mistakes. But, own work, 
and even own thinking, very often use comparisons with every- 
day experience. think of, say, the Russian satellite, try explain 
what the motion the satellite might well, think of, say, the 
motion car the road, and that helps me, and can certain 
way making this comparison. But, carry too far might make 
very great mistake, have very cautious where stop 
using the comparison. 


INTERVIEW 


INTERVIEWERS 


seems that what cannot said cannot said...do you 
think that scientific advances often must wait upon the development 
new forms language, for example, new forms symbolic notation, 
calculi, and on, which express these new concepts? other 
words: advances mathematics and symbolic notation make pos- 
sible new empirical research, does new empirical procedure bring 
into existence new forms notation? 


STRUVE 


think both statements are true. You need certain symbolic 
language express ideas. symbolic language has not been created, 
then advance this field impossible. the same time, the very fact 
that the ideas demand new symbolism would inducement the 
creation symbolism. Now, sometimes happens that you start work- 
ing theory and you find that some other field, like mathematics, 
the symbolism has already been created, then you just take over and 
make use it. not yet existence, then you will try create 
new form expression for the very purpose developing further 
your ideas. 


INTERVIEWERS 


This implies that you, times, have notions about things that you 
cannot describe either mathematically words. 


STRUVE 


That’s correct. The notions, though, are likely very vague. You 
mentioned that ideas are sometimes very vague. And then, until you 
have created the apparatus for dealing with the ideas rigid form, 
exact form, you can’t beyond this vagueness. You are stopped until 
you have gotten the form expression that you need. Now, it’s very 
different different fields. Certain fields, say astronomy, are very 
descriptive nature and you don’t need anything more than the existing 
language that use everyday life. other fields, though, other 
problems, you have use, let say, some new form mathematics 
actually most the earlier developments mathematics were the re- 
sult astronomical investigations. 
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When astronomers began work the motions the planets and 
the solar system and they had create the necessary mathematics 
astronomers like Gauss became mathematicians because they found 
necessary create the mathematics that was needed solve their 
problems. However, other times the mathematicians had already 
created—why don’t know—but, they had already produced whole 
mathematical theory that presumably was scientific use, use 
any the sciences, but that happened adaptable the develop- 
ment certain astronomical-physical theory, and then could just 
taken over and made use of. 


INTERVIEWERS 


Recently there has been appeal for so-called “technical writers,” 
from companies engaged scientific research. This appeal has been 
made primarily people qualified fields such linguistics, English, 
symbolic logic, and on, that is, non-scientists. 

Does this imply that scientists are poor grammarians don’t think 
does that one need not good grammarian good scientist, 
or, simply that those engaged and qualified research not 


have time formally organize and report all the data that they 
encounter 


STRUVE 


think would say the following: The average scientist does not 
have very good command the English language any other 
language (if he’s living foreign country and think this regret- 
able and that prevents many scientists from expressing their ideas 
form that understandable the public or, sometimes, form 
that understandable other scientists. 

Now, think that this problem education and should 
solved compelling scientists spend little more time studying 
the English language and expressing their ideas words. Until that 
time comes will necessary, suppose, depend upon persons who 
have the necessary training, but who are not professional scientists 
and they are doing very good job. Most the science writers, for 
example, for the New York Times, are extremely competent people. 
meet many them, meet Mr. Lawrence, for example, scientific 
meetings, the National Academy Science, and on, and think that 


has extraordinary grasp the main points the scientific papers 
which reports. 


INTERVIEW 


that’s sometimes quite amazing—that does understand 
thoroughly such papers, for example, papers astronomy... 
papers that might present. Sometimes the quality with which 
able express words for the public what have said for the scientists 
clarifies own ideas the subject. does give me, perhaps not 
very significant, improvement the way certain hypothesis theory 
looks me, but does help. And so, suppose that there will probably 
always certain amount collaboration. And certainly need 
able science writers for the newspapers and for the major popular jour- 
nals, like Time, and on. They are doing magnificent job, think. 


INTERVIEWERS 


Norbert Wiener speaks the aesthetic appeal certain kinds 
mathematical theories. Does this make any sense you terms 
your chosen work, that is, why are you astronomer and not biolo- 
gist? Beyond the fact that you may may not dislike working with 
organisms, there any appeal you the “form” you work, 
distinguished from its content 


STRUVE 


No, don’t think that there any great difference. think could 
have become biologist. There was time when was tremendously 
interested botany and might have become botanist. later 
stage early years, was tremendously interested archeology 
and wanted become archeologist. I’ve already mentioned the 
fact that family background rather indicated that should become 
astronomer, and have never regretted it, but now whether 
might have chosen astronomy physics: think that would have 
been accidental, except for the family background. had had very 
inspiring physics teacher think would have become physicist, but 
had had equally inspiring biology teacher might have become 
biologist. And think the aesthetic values are approximately the 
same...and think very young person doesn’t fully realize the 
difference. 

older man, now, can see that astronomy does have charm 
that perhaps lacking physics. There more mystery astronomy 
than physics, somehow, perhaps because the great distances and 
the enormous number unsolved problems. Perhaps just because 
cannot take star into laboratory and dissect it, and put test 
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tube this makes astronomy, sense, more challenging and more 
mysterious than physics. 


INTERVIEWERS 


you think that the language physical science becoming more 
unified, that is, more common all the disciplines, this thing 
that becoming increasingly fragmented and Can botan- 
ists understand physicists, can chemists understand biologists, apart 
from any lack knowledge empirical data 


STRUVE 


No; the language scientists becoming more and more diversi- 
fied, and cannot understand technical paper biology. 
meeting, like the National Academy Sciences, where papers are 
presented all scientific topics, the American Association for 
the Advancement Science, find myself completely loss when 
listen technical paper, not only more distant field like biology, 
but even very related field such modern physics. know certain 
parts physics, but don’t understand the language of, say, the nuclear 
physicists they are using words that have meaning me, because 
these words didn’t exist few years ago when had contact with the 
field nuclear physics. 

this very, very serious problem. don’t know how can 
solved, but makes science more and more divided into lot little 
disciplines which have very little interrelation. There are few scien- 
tists who try bridge the gaps between two three these fields, 
but those are exceptional cases. 


INTERVIEWERS 


you think that any attempt create for science 
will ever successful? suppose that this something that semanti- 
cists talk about more than scientists do. 


STRUVE 


don’t know. There the question language has many dif- 
ferent aspects. think what you are talking about the technical aspect 
language, that is, the technical expressions and the special type 


INTERVIEW 


expressing one’s thoughts that are used. suppose you are talking 
about English-speaking scientists that are all using the same language 
but the biologist uses English way that astronomer 
might not able understand. How that problem can solved, 
just don’t know. 

think that going extremely difficult, and think perhaps 
the best thing that can done induce scientists and also these 
science writers try present results obtained the different sci- 
ences simple language that can understood. can often done 
for example, when give colloquium physicists try avoid 
specific, astronomical type expressing certain words and certain 
concepts, and try use simple English words that carry the same 
meaning. Often cannot with the same degree precision that 
could would use technical term. But the physicist usually able, 
for himself, grasp the idea that the word which using that 
can understand would require much greater degree precision than 
this word would ordinarily imply. 

Now, was talking here the physicists, yesterday, the collo- 
quium, and tried discuss the problem “force” astronomy. The 
concept force is, course, well known the physicist, but the way 
handled astronomy different. had written down the 
mathematical formulation force that astronomers use the physicists 
would not have been able understand it. gave them way that 
thought would very simple and elementary description. was 
not accurate, but probably gave them enough understand what 
was trying convey. 


INTERVIEWERS 


When you use mathematics technical paper, are you using 
describe the same kind reality that you would describe words, 
this quite another thing? 


STRUVE 


No, think trying describe the same reality. But, using 
either words which have been especially created convey certain con- 
cepts using well known words which ordinary, everyday 
language are not very precise. For example, the word “force.” Every- 
one has vague idea what meant force, but astronomy has 
precise definition. Yet the substance the same whether you define 
exactly, mathematically, the product the mass and the accelera- 
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tion whether you just think pushing table with your 
shoulder. The reality the same, only the degree precision 
different. 


INTERVIEWERS 


STRUVE 


Inspiration something that extremely difficult describe 
something that comes somehow automatically, and 
really can’t tell know that have well rested get in- 
spiration, and beyond that just don’t know. 

Now, usually find, when work the university, that 
through the week don’t get any ideas dictate letters, and answer 
questions, and on. office Saturdays and Sundays and 
usually start smoking cigarette and walking back and forth 
the room, and may for two hours and home and never have 
had single idea. But, once while, quite suddenly, some idea springs 
into mind and occasionally—not always—the idea turns out 
good one. 

But how comes, how gets started, don’t know. never try 
around and look books and look photographs and vaguely 
think about something else seen photograph, and then, I’m lucky, 
get good idea. does not usually come the result analogy 


the analogy comes when I’m trying explain what I’ve thought 
someone else. 


INTERVIEWERS 


you think that this has any resemblance the kind “inspira- 
tion” that poets and artists have? 


STRUVE 


Oh, I’m sure that similar nature. Yes. think the crea- 
tive ability the human mind produce something new, and that 
must exactly the same poetry, all forms art and science and, 
for that matter, every human activity that requires the exertion 
the mind. 
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TWO POEMS DONALD DAVIE 


Plymouth Hoe 


Nothing abstruse contemplated now: 

Drake’s Island and Mount Edgcumbe and the Sound 
sparkling light. The philosopher’s crux, 

The historian’s moment—such pellets 
Bombarding the scene might speckle all the plaques 
And rust stone cannon-balls. But appeal 

truthful with the generous addition 

native eye, Sir Joshua’s Haydon’s. 


Above all Haydon’s, all ever painted 
act will and gloried it, 

bullied himself suicide, madness 
Among .aany incident England 
his vocation the patriot painter. 


And first for him the walking monument, 

With queer round hat and ditty-box and tarred 
Pigtail and parrot, gestured. the place 
Vociferates like fairday barker 

Sic transit gloria mundi plies 

Its selling line elegies, let this figure, 

The butt and hero the whole charade, 

Show something more bought and sold than that. 


Bullying art Bonapartist glory 

Betrayed, with the art, its subject yet escaped 
One sort madness incident England, 
This gag upon us, our vociferous silence 
Before old England and her ribboned sailors. 


Gilbert White Selborne 


But what Oeconomy 

water 

“hungry,” and sand “naked,” 
the soil “lean,” and rain (it 
“tears the slabs pieces”) 

raptor? 


what but poem’s 

heavens 

could such surprising conjunctions 
(divined the Age Reason) 
occur, such elemental 

presences move? 


need people, 

poet, 

your post-Cartesian landscapes 
with the gods Hesiod. Daemons 
allay the rector’s doorstep, 

night, their hunger. 


CASSILL 
THE PURSUIT HAPPINESS 


That November evening Ruth and came home past the neighbor- 
hood theater found Warren Gamaliel Spence standing there the 
snow studying the ads for Rock Hudson movie. 

saw anyone who looked more the part art student,” Ruth 
said. “Do you suppose hasn’t got overcoat 

“He’s never confided,” told her. Warren was hugging armful 
books against his pigeon breast, and came him could 
see the snowflakes lodging the rough kinks his hair. was too 
engrossed the billboard notice our approach—as pure con- 
centration was trying will himself into the scene where uniformed 
Rock waved pistol against the background palms and coral beach. 

want give him your extra Ruth muttered and mut- 
tered back, ha.” ha, sang together chagrin, because 
was poor art student, even was Warren Gamaliel who looked 
the part. went the School Commerce. 

Ruth ran her glove across his sand-blond hair brush the snow 
away. “Hi kids,” said, looking though had not only 
violated his privacy but had suddenly made the snow real and him and 
Rock Hudson cardboard. 

not going see that thing, Warren? Not all yourself?” 
Ruth asked, jerking her head toward the theater door. 

When Warren grinned you thought puppy cringing 
toward the boot that kicked it. 

“You come home with for some Ruth commanded. 

showed sign pleasure the invitation. bully him,” 
said Ruth. 

not bullying anybody. got half jug lovely wine,” she 
coaxed him. 

still held out until she grabbed the sleeve his jacket and said, 
would make happy and you can see the movie later.” Then 
grinned again and let her take him with us. 

our building Warren stopped briefly his secondfloor room—to 
leave his books and, turned out, put clean shirt and tie, in- 
structed such nicety the native impulse that had brought him 
the School Commerce the first place—while Ruth and climbed 
our apartment the fifth floor. 

Ruth asked, “Are you mad for inviting him? You are.” 


CASSILL 


“No,” said with all the insincerity could muster. Our place was 
dark and dank came in, and through the dark she moved clutch 
against her. could smell the snow her coat and her hair and 
could feel the demanding thrust her body against mine from the knees 
up. couldn’t bear think anybody going that movie alone 
dinner time. Not night like this,” she said. 

“Tf the Lisbon earthquake Hiroshima the Black Death were 
show human form sooner later have sit across the spa- 
ghetti from them,” said. was true enough. Show her disaster and 
she would try mother it. She did not read tabloids for her sentimen- 
tality, weep over the abuse animals, encourage unknown drunks 
pour out their tales, but she often saddled with horrid company. 

“Warren Spence Shetland Pony’s ass,” said, pushing her off me. 

“Hush.” 

“The one man Lonely Crowd.” 

“Please,” she said. you hear him coming?” 


Besides Ruth and me, Warren was the only student living that 
sad house 54th Street. The other tenants whom knew all were 
surfaceline employees, stockroom help Spiegel’s, and Hadacol dis- 
tributor. until now our acquaintance with Warren had been held 
down decent one which exchanged the time day the 
Halstead car stop the stairway. understood from Ruth that she 
had ridden downtown the streetcar with him time two, but she 
could not remember what they had talked about that they had talked 
about anything. Only once, much earlier the fall, when were play- 
ing penny ante with two friends from the Art Institute, had had 
the bright idea inviting Warren sit in. The result was grim. 
would sit there endlessly trying decide whether not meet 
two cent bet. would not let anyone look his cards advise him, 
but when this was offered would commence shake and grin 
though had heard sharpers like us—and presently would seem 
forget that was his turn bet and that were waiting for him. 
When told our friends later that was Commerce major 
Northwestern, they said with hard skepticism, Mr. Jay Gould 
got there folks. He’s going really sweep the marts.” Ruth, 
assumed, had agreed with that was not come across our 
doorsill again. 

But here was, clean shirt and tie, exuding kind surly 
resentment that kept him from talking much. figured that was 
sore about being pulled away from the movie, and this made mad. 
hardly spoke him. Ruth kept unilateral conversation going 
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while she cooked. Warren and merely waited for food, drinking wine 
faster than should have. 

the middle our glum meal heard the superintendent calling 
for him from downstairs. was gone long time then, answering the 
telephone. Ruth and dallied, got more depressed the cooling 
the spaghetti, and finally finished our helpings before came back. 

had thought him mentally capable even such simple acrobatic, 
would have said that had gone into trance. sat down 
didn’t see there, took couple ineffective bites, belched lightly— 
then, literally, sat staring. Through the smoke from cigarette 
could see that was sweating. 

“All right Warren,” said. “If you want the movie badly, 
you are excused.” 

was not offended—probably even another time would not 
have noticed deliberate expression annoyance, but now was 
only heard human sound and welcomed for his own vapid 
purposes. 

was that girl, you know,” said, like medium, maybe medium 
through whom his own departed spirit was trying communicate us. 

“What girl?” Ruth said encouragingly after while. 

Warren filled his glass from the wine jug, nodded confidentially 
drank from it, and said. “It was the girl who calls me.” Then, 
without looking either us, began talk. were used 
thinking him little better than mute that the sheer flow words 
was stunning first. 


Sometime—he was not sure any dates, the whole Fall seemed 
kaleidoscopic him—sometime since September had begun get 
regular phone calls from girl whom had never seen and whose 
name had not been able get. 

the time the first call had been lying his bed reading 
“elementary bizz practices.” said that had known not really 
known that the call was for him before heard the superintend- 
ent’s voice summoning him. When got the foot the stairs, the 
super was there holding the phone out him with one hand and pulling 
bologna rind from between her lips with the other. (He snickered 
about these details, but they came out stressed they were impor- 
tant.) 

“Warren,” girl’s voice had said. “Can you help me? Can you tell 
voice faded away that believed the wire had gone 
dead. was ready hang before she said, wasn’t the way 
planned start. want everything perfect between us. Always. 


> 
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meant say something you that would make you say something 
nice me. Why don’t you say something me?” 

“Who 

didn’t mean for you say that. There isn’t any use talking about 
who am. Don’t ever ask again because won’t tell you. know you, 
though. I’ve seen you around school lot times. guess you know 

guess got the wrong number.” 

“Not you’re Warren Spence.” 

not going tell you whether not.” 

“You don’t have tell me, because know you even you don’t 
know me. But you mustn’t get any ideas because thought was time 
get acquainted and didn’t know any other way. I’m not bad girl, 
and not mad are you?” 

occurred him for the first time when she said this that perhaps 
should angry, and reasoned back from this theoretical anger 
motive for it. was angry, then was because someone was 
playing trick him, one the bitch sorority girls that the fellows 
his class had put calling him. 

“Sorry, wrong number,” said frostily. “This isn’t Warner Spender 
whoever you want.” hung up. But before had climbed the 
stairs the phone was ringing again and the superintendent was answer- 
ing it. “You,” she called Warren. “Oughta finish talking before you 
hang your lady friends.” 

This time the girl was saying breathlessly, “Please, please you 
mustn’t ever that again. need you much. You have 
listen.” 

“Lay off me. You better lay off calling me. won’t let you make 
joke out me,” shouted her. held the phone away from his 
ear and thought heard her laughter. Then realized might have 
been crying just well, but hung anyway. 

The next evening exactly the same time the girl called again. This 
time she didn’t say anything, Warren explained us. How did 
know was could tell. She just breathed, said. She breathed 
into the phone and after had listened this for several minutes 
knew darn good and well who was. 

The third evening she said, “Be patient with Warren. you’re 
patient I’ll explain. want tell you things. Please? Like about the 
gray gloves bought this afternoon. They’re like pussy willows. soft. 
Can you feel them, Warren? And when was driving home swung 
the Caddy out the Outer Drive. Don’t you know how felt? was 
going faster and faster and there was haze coming from the lake, 
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was like was flying away into it. was passing few cars and 
they all began honk me. thought they must chasing because 
was going fast, and then outran them all and then had call 
you and tell you about it.” 

“What’s your 

“And something happened then. Something happened Warren. 
must have been going too fast. But I’m all right can talk you 
about it, am’n’t 

“Who are you?” 

not happy. Isn’t that enough for you know now? 
That’s why talk you. Please, always listen me, 

had promised her that always would. 


had not expected ever hear much talk from Warren; and 
had not expected that could listen long story from him. Ordi- 
narily was just too dull. But kept talking now got the notion 
that the wire—some kind wire—was hooked directly him and 
not simply the phone the hall downstairs. said that seemed 
like medium, and eerie way seemed hear the girl’s voice 
coming from his lips, more distorted Warren’s reproduction 
than would the mechanical distortions the telephone. 
remember thinking, closed eyes and listened, Warren girl, 
that girl. 

And anticipated that after had brought date the 
telephone calls the wire him would dead and would become 
again the bumbling and dumb Warren our acquaintance. didn’t 
work that way. When was through telling what the girl had said, 
another wire cut in; and the voice speaking now our seance was 
shadow Warren Spence, kind bastard knight errant, grail- 
follower, boy who had seen vision, one the last the Americans 
who could ever give himself completely the Horatio Alger dream. 

told it, had never wanted much expected much out 
life until had been drafted and sent Korea. was out there, 
some clay hillside, night, while guarded supply warehouse from 
the starving gooks that the vision had come him. had not come 
single burst light, but more slowly, week after week became 
impressed the trucks rolling into the warehouse yard and the trucks 
rolling out—all them glutted with waste goods that the natives 
would and did risk their lives grab. The substance which his 
vision grew, the absolute, unarguable bedrock it, was the observa- 
tion that the United States America had much.” 

Merely that—a fact that any even any reader the newspapers 


CASSILL 


would not even consider worth noting because knew well al- 
ready. But Warren had noticed, were traveler from another, 
less jaded, planet, and not merely boy from Garrison, Nebraska— 
where they have trucks loaded with the fat the land, too. had 
vision “so much” and there were voices the night that told him 
what about it. listened the men his outfit. And granted 
that their talk was ordinary enough—the cars they had left behind them, 
the money they could making instead pay, and the girls they 
had dropped—what Warren made this talk during his bleak hours 
guard was something frenzied and new. They might talking 
pass the time. From their boredom, eroticism, and envy made plan 
for his life. And what came home conquer, 1954, was land 
more lurid and mysterious than anything the old conquistadors had 
dreamed of, land spangled with sex and gold, where the people, citi- 
zens, denizens, were more fellows him than the Indians had been 
Cortez’s bullies. his own mind Warren was pirate and titan, 
here for looting. His purposes were ruthlessly clear him his in- 
ability carry them out was me. 

told finally that meant “play along” with the girl who had 
been phoning him, but when the time came would drop her with 
more compunction than would have against stepping bug. Mar- 
riage was out the question, whatever she expected. may think 
that I’m pretty immoral,” said defiantly. 

Ruth knew better, but she said, laughing, “Weil, she’s asking for it.” 

“Warren, this just some loony who’s calling,” said. 

refused let shred his faith. never can tell,” said, 
with cunning curl his lip—as had the solemn word his whole 
platoon that was doubters like who always missed the good stuff. 

“If she’s crazy enough call, she may crazy enough lot 
other Ruth said. “You can’t tell.” 

And after Warren had left us, when reproached her with encourag- 
ing his fantasies, she said bitterly, “You don’t know everything. You 
don’t know who this girl is. makes him happy get what can— 
thinks can—out her, why does bother you?” 

“Warren scared me,” told her. scaring me. you 
tell the difference between daydreams and reality may have 
put you away, too.” 

she scoffed, “but the phone really rings.” 

still psycho. uses magic make the phone ring.” 

“Hurray for common sense.” 

“So what would you for 
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“At least listen him,” she said. needs someone unload all 
that crap on.” 

“Little mother.” 

“Little father.” 

“Not can help it,” said. “My only interest Warren one 
legitimate self-defense.” 


There were lot times the next few weeks when believed that 
Warren was sane—at least sane enough conscience didn’t re- 
quire finger him the Dean Students Northwestern 
locate and write his family Nebraska, asking them come for 
him. Anyway, when you’ve known students long time, you get used 
believing that craziness common, that maybe they pay for share 
when they pay their tuition, and anyone who doesn’t pick his 
share missing really liberal education. Furthermore, there’s always 
lurking suspicion that when you call the paddy wagon for fellow 
student, he’s apt turn you and say convincingly enough the men 
with the net, me. He’s the one you want.” 

saw Warren—Ruth and between them contrived this—very 
frequently for few weeks, and now that he’d found his opening, like 
any persistent salesman continued tidal wave autobiography and 
schemes, returning always the central theme his telephone ro- 
mance. heard large part this first hand and more from 
Ruth. Two three times arrived home find him our room, 
straddling chair and babbling entranced wife she worked 
meal. Then, the nights would listen her retell the latest install- 
ment his adventure. 

How much she added changed dressed retelling, don’t 
know. was then afraid know, for seemed that Warren and the 
Telephone Girl were already too much our lives—a legend that 
had acquired sort contagion. 

Once almost came the point insisting that break with 
Warren. That was when found stuck under our door the cover 
magazine with the almost life-size picture twelve-year-old girl 
smiling sexily. was there when got one morning. 

“That dumb sonofabitch,” said. had sense shock though 
something physically unpleasant were happening me, and there was 
kind fear that came ahead the anger. Then was all right, think- 
ing, the sonofabitch knows what he’s doing, he’s salesman and he’s 
selling her us. was watching the stiff paper twinkle with reflections 
held it. 

the Ruth called from the bed. When showed her 
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she grew very thoughtful. don’t see why you’re angry,” she said. 

“Because thinks we’re enjoying this instead humoring him,” 
said. takes for granted I’m interested little girls 
is.” rattled the picture and then wadded and threw away. 

When she had fixed coffee and both had the comfortable 
jolt our nerves get out dreamland, Ruth said thought- 
fully, admit this stunt childish, and think went too far.” 

let’s stop encouraging him.” 

“We don’t, she said. “He needs it, this playing. know right 
about him and rather disgusting, but aren’t you, darling, your 
brother’s keeper 


said, are two words don’t like that. One brother and 
the other 

But that night Warren came up, touchingly, thought, show 
the new alarm clock had bought—bringing proudly and naturally, 
though longer had any restraints about considering his 
family. told he’d paid eight dollars and half for it, and said, 
“Jesus Christ, you paid that for alarm and hung his head 
and claimed had “all steel” frame, and anger, stored from 
the morning, evaporated amusement with him. went sleep that 
night thinking, /t’s only that isn’t old ought be, 
expect him be. 

Then, few days, Warren told that had quarreled with the 
Telephone Girl. took this news good sign, sign that were 
least good for him. figured that might have been needling 
that brought him the point questioning her. 

said, wondered she wasn’t like they say about pen pals. 
thought maybe she was crippled something nasty like that, was the 
reason she wouldn’t let see her.” 

reported that had asked her, “Are you ugly 

which she answered, “My friends think I’m quite pretty. hair 
kind blonde. Pinkish blonde. Some people like fat little face. 
husband likes well enough. Some people think have pretty 

The mention husband seems have triggered all his frustration 
into jealous rage. lying,” shouted. ““You never had hus- 
band because you’re some kind freak. What you think 
Then slammed the receiver down like little man. 

When finished telling about this, looked instead 
Ruth—appealing naively for approval. 

said, fine. That ought shut her up.” 

Ruth said, “If she wasn’t scarred crippled before—I suppose she 
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now. After what you said her, Warren. You didn’t have 

“Ruth!” said. 

She smiled uneasily. liked think our little friend being 


perfect, that’s all. Silly, wasn’t She flipped her hands gesture 
resignation. 


Then saw almost nothing Warren for period weeks. 
didn’t move away. was there the floor below us. Again, had 
been the early fall, our contacts with him were the accidental ones 
meeting the carstop the stairs. learned later that the girl 
had stopped calling him during this period, and was knew 
well that was only her calls that had made him interesting. 
learned this Sunday night when shoved the door our 
room open and walked with scared, happy look his face. 

“She called just now,” shouted. looked defiantly me, col- 
lapsed our big chair and began crying. “It was hell day. Sun- 
days are such hell day.” 

“Sure was,” said, and knew was speaking for myself well 
console him. had been grim, leaden day outside and had 
been working drawing three heads since noon, and while the 
drawing had gone farther and farther wrong had got the black depres- 
sion that had come express. 

Ruth picked him up, mothering him, coaxing, and even dabbing 
his tears with handkerchief until had relaxed. She supplied the 
little persuasion necessary get him talking, and when started, the 
wire seemed hooked into him again had been the first evening 
told about the girl. 

claimed that all morning—while the snow was beating our 
windows and his—he had been afraid would have kill himself 
today. went out about eleven get the funny papers take his 
mind off suicide. When he’d read them rolled comfort his 
bed and tried sleep, consoling himself now thinking “how nice” 
would were dead. About four went out again. had 
walked east toward the lake and then turned south the Loop. Before 
had gone very far, the buildings one side and the lake the 
other had “got too big.” saw what meant. 

“Something ripped” his mind and remembered, not serially 
but simultaneously, all the fears the dark being alone he’d had 
child. When drove them off thinking was “too old for that,” 
remembered how afraid the dark had been the nights when 
pulled guard the warehouses Korea. 
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was not sure how much the distance home had covered 
run. But, “It was lucky ran like did, because she called just two 
minutes after got here. was still out breath.” 

She was sorry, she told him, that she had not called for long. But 
now (it was fascinating guess whether the now was hers his) 
whatever misunderstandings they had had were passed over. Now, 
knowing each other better, they could truly friends. 

That’s what she had told him, and out pity encouraged him 
now believe her. 


routine began after that which she called Warren every eve- 
ning, reliably his all steel alarm clock called him sleep the 
mornings. explained this punctuality increasingly elaborate 
fiction. Because her social position she had, thought, only few 
minutes free each day from her routine rising (from perfumed bed 
velvet curtained room), breakfasting (on gold-rimmed dishes 
room open the south) lunching the Pump Room the 
Drake Hotel, driving her Thunderbird out visit friends Hins- 
dale Winnetka, dining with her family paneled, vast room 
decorated with the loot Europe and paintings their English ances- 
tors. was pleased think that she fooled her friends—and she had 
lots them, nearly all rich—into thinking that she was one them, 
that she was perfectly satisfied with the life she was living among them. 
But she was not satisfied all. Her life would have been complete and 
utter trash without the calls she made Warren every evening. 

ashamed think how much this more-elaborate fantasy 
appreciated. was longer question believing not believing. 
way. pointed that did not need own what the rich 
owned order pleasurably corrupted it. 

The girl had begun telling him not only the things she saw 
vividly during her social day, but the recollections her wealthy 
childhood—of the twelve room cabin Nevada with the bearskins 
front the fireplaces and the big windows that opened the valley 
where the frost and mist sparkled, winters spent sailing fishing 
the waters off Acapulco Florida, flights Paris and London 
for Christmas with her mother’s people, her eccentric uncle who had 
complete, working model the Panama Canal built his basement. 
There were dozens descriptions the interiors houses and hotels 
which she had been guest. They were like the ads snobbish 
magazine—and made that comparison, Ruth and with 
authority that impersonal ads could never have. would not say that 
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anybody attained sense participating the Telephone Girl’s life. 
Her experiences were not ours. But they came exist some area 
our minds just southwest memory. They were ours. 

suppose was our attention this glamorous biography that drove 
Warren and worked him demanding meeting. came 
the point (he told us) replying whatever she said with single 
question “Where are 

She told him, last. least told him that she was calling from her 
own room and described with voluptuous evocation—a room which 
woman alone with herself and the unguents, smells, and cloth her 
private luxury. Then, his wooing her this close the present had 
made her melancholy, she asked, can’t all this talking real? 
Why can’t you something make 

course this plea was cloudy and, under the circumstances which 
she had set up, beyond practical interpretation her original motives 
beginning the calls. But responded with certain pitiful valor. 
“Tell what,” said. 

“Oh no. Things can’t happen for us. You couldn’t with the 
places I’ve been, could you? don’t know how explain, darling, but 
couldn’t work. There was someone used talk the phone— 
don’t jealous, was old, fine, silver-haired man, older than 
Daddy—and promised take back everywhere. But found out 
was lying make feel good, and had quit talking him. 
can’t make our lives what want. There’s something funny about me. 
Darling, you’ve always known that. You accused once upon 
time.” 

“Don’t you say that. Let see you.” 

want to,” she said. guess you know. Maybe someday will. 
waiting for you some evening when you come home.” 


Maybe she did come for him. Anyway, few days after this was 
walking home from Halstead Street with Warren when saw big 
car with uniformed chauffeur parked across from the door our 
rooming house. know was really there because little boy roller 
skates lost his balance beside and put his hand recover him- 
self.) Warren started running soon saw it—as had never 
once occurred him doubt whose was. But the car pulled away 
just before reached it. 

you see who was asked came up. 
“Nobody but the driver.” 
looked angrily. must have wanted confirm what 
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his own eyes would not—that she had been there the car. “Maybe 
she sent note,” said grudgingly. 

went with him his room, after had looked the mailbox, but 
there was nothing there, either. 

But within hour she had called and Warren was our door 
report this triumph, and ask our advice. This time the girl had 
said, “Something awful has happened. need you. don’t know what 
all, all. can’t even tell you about over the phone. Can you 
come see about three hours?” She gave him the name the 
most famous the lakeshore hotels and the number the room 
which was come. 

not going, are you?” Ruth asked him worriedly. “You know 
could just trick.” 

Warren glared her and turned me. 

“Double nothing,” said. “Give try. Maybe crack her, 
laddy.” 

His eyes lit with mean viciousness. “If do,” said. “If 
she doesn’t need expect that puts any obligation me. Not after 
all the trouble she’s given me.” 

“That’s the spirit,” said. 

“Tf she’s not there, hell with her,” Ruth said. “It’s test. she 
doesn’t her part, forget about her.” 

“She might ready. She might feel tonight’s the night,” said 
encouragingly. 

you’re going, let press your suit,” Ruth said. “You bathe 
and change your shirt.” 

When had sent him off—like bad parents sending their child 
errand where will certainly meet wolf, felt tre- 
mendous relief. wanted laugh hit something. suggested Ruth 
that the two the town and get very drunk. felt like spend- 
ing our little savings. last I’ve figured out why she’s been calling 
him,” said. else would appreciate her the way Warren does. 
She probably seems ordinary other people, but for him she’s the Taj 
Mahal the Statue Liberty. You know Emerson says the rich 
were rich the way the poor imagine riches they’d richer 
Nobody, but nobody, poorer than Warren.” 

know,” Ruth said. “And you had send him out cold night 
like this.” 

sent him out? Let’s take easy, baby.” Then with bad con- 
science muttered. “What the hell? Maybe this freak will there. 
I’m jealous. should lucky.” 

remember that Ruth was standing the window had this 
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talk. With her fingernail she was cutting little streamers frost from 
the glass. Where her fingernail had scraped there was odd interweav- 
ing loops that might have been face. Through what might have 
been its eyes the black and terrible coldness the Chicago night 
looked us. 

“So you’re afraid what she might him she’s asked. 

“Keep laughing, smart boy.” 

said, he’ll come back man, Mama.” 

didn’t come back all. The next evening the landlady told 
that was County Hospital, and the morning after that Ruth and 
went there find out about him. 

The psychiatrist whom talked eventually told that Warren 
had been undressing front one the hotel room doors when the 
house detectives caught with him. 

“Quite devoutly,” the psychiatrist said with nervous giggle, “like 
King David disrobing before the Ark the Lord.” was small 
insecure type with brown mustache like mouse under his nose. 
“Your disturbed friend put quite resistance when they tried 
get him away from that door. believed was his duty there.” 

“Did they check the person inside the room?” asked. “He’d been 
asked there her.” 

The psychiatrist leafed through the notes the clipboard that held 
Warren’s chart. found entry worth reading and then said, “Yes. 
was occupied perfectly explicable couple who didn’t know the 
patient all. couple just arrived that day from St. Louis. 
Respectable people.” 

“Maybe went the wrong door,” Ruth said. This was her last 
effort sustain some truth Warren’s illusion, and after she had 
made it, something vital and hopeful collapsed almost visibly within 
her. “Someone told him that hotel.” 

“We don’t know that,” said sharply. “We only have Warren’s 
word for that. may have invented all.” 

“She could have been waiting for him there, and she was trouble, 
too,” Ruth said. 

The psychiatrist peered her and then turned me. didn’t like 
his looks. on,” ordered Ruth, and took her arm lead her 
away—to wherever and face those guilts for which there 
rational remedy. 
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TWO POEMS JOSEPH LANGLAND 


Desperate Equations 


Without sex, 
Little Energy 


Little energy, 
Small value 


Small value, 
Poor 


Poor pride, 
Useless grace 


Useless grace, 
redemption 


redemption, 
loss; 


loss, 
philosophy 


philosophy, 
subject. 


bring you greetings, 


Warmly human: 


Woman man, 
Man woman. 
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Second Principles 


When you say that the moss-rose harbors juicy stem 
And gathers its moisture out the arid air 
And thrives blazing sun, what have you said? 


You have said that the object exists and worth attention, 
That you gave attention and found worthwhile report 
That the moss-rose under the sun has juicy stem. 


You have said that the parts creation are many and strange, 
That follow them one one greenwood hope 
That the sum their parts is, itself, significant record. 


You have said that the sun cannot wither this miracle dry, 
And that haunted with miracles men find useful 
Hunting the universe search their identities 


You have said that they sometimes find among the rocks, 
Nature naked psychology under their eyes, 
The ironies cool behavior under their senses. 


coolness can come, you have said, from crown fire, 
Water out the sun, tenderness out the stones. 
Even dun circumstance flowers upon the world 


you are there watch it, you report it, 
reporting you grant color mind 
And color language. There the blazing rock 


The moss roses gather sweet nectar into their stems, 
Rounding and waxing their leaves and blossoms flame. 
There’s one! And look, there’s another! Another! Another! 
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VARIETIES AMERICAN 
AGENBITE 


know quite well, and unfortunately without examining the mat- 
ter, that American literature for hundred years before the Civil War 
seen posture defense, and that the most serious works 
American literature the hundred years since the War are avail- 
able not terms aggressive vigor, the ruddy vitality which 
Walt Whitman and other well-wishers predicted, but terms 
seemingly aberrant Calvinism, “self-criticism,” self-examination 
mostly without hope, conscience-stricken confession. 

the latter cliché wish explore—though not, indeed, order 
disprove it. Like others, this cliché painfully simple but otherwise 
probably valid. But can, perhaps, refurbish before dismiss it. 
bringing together variety pertinent works, should able 
renew our sense the unique qualities American self-criticism, 
thereby approach discovery American culture and American 
literature that not cliché. 

certain amount social criticism, the narrow sense, appears, 
obviously, all national literatures that are not sick. are 
concerned with the special engagement American literature, will 
superfluous examine documents purely political economic 
inspiration. its public comment, Upton Sinclair’s The Jungle 
pregnant with revelation for eaters potted meat the world over. The 
problems The Jungle, though they were once harsh and immediate, 
are not distinctive. 

And social criticism the broad sense, too, element all 
national literatures—there very little literature anywhere that need 
excluded from the gadfly view the arts. But within this broader 
criticism come questions depths and qualities and quantity 
commitment, and these are the questions which make all the difference. 
Our probably valid cliché demands that see modern American 
literature some peculiar and conspicuous national involvement, some- 
thing both more urgent and more specific than the artist’s struggle with 
his history and environment. 

might first all, anticipating the evidence, try account for 
this involvement and this urgency—for the special response that today 
Saul Bellow, say, works from and can count eliciting when has 


the picaro-hero The Adventures Augie March thump us: 
patriotism. Nobody shouts hooray. doubt that the German reader 
who opens novel that begins, bin ein Deutscher, und bin Miin- 
chen geboren” will especially intrigued, patriot though may be. 
This American response has other bases, nurtured other waters. 

proceed generalizations for which there are immediate proofs, 
which each must answer will. least they are not wholly 
idiosyncratic, and feel that they secure general agreement. suggest, 
for instance, that our literature involved with our culture, part, 
simply, because the sense American culture not strong Amer- 
ica. Flaubert congratulated Turgenev having big, unused language 
wade into. the same way American writers might congratu- 
lated having available them rich and unused identity. still 
news most Americans that there such thing American 
culture. the generalization holds, can see the opportunity 
creates, opportunity which the same time demand. writer 
cannot take for granted settled and simple notion the American 
part his engagement. Nothing settled, there much dis- 
covered, and there much told. 

exaggeration say that for Americans all history begins 
1776, just anachronism treat Americans, did Tocque- 
ville, very old and sophisticated people who have wandered from 
their native English shores. don’t, America, have sense 
unified striving the past achieve certain goals and certain 
character. The attempt establish distinctive “American 
fascinates because part our culturally-involved literature, 
but there are, really, old and ingrained ways. Franklin Roosevelt 
comes closer today being one America’s legendary heroes than 
does George Washington even Davy Crockett because there are few 
Americans who can trace any personal connections George Washing- 
ton Davy Crockett, because few Americans have any investment 
the national past beyond one, two, three generations. 

And that simple lack ancestral union has been the case through- 
out the period are discussing. Which not say that America has 
traditions, but only that there appears tradition, that folk- 
ways are not settled and readily available the writer. was certainly 
easier task for Pearl Buck create what most people were willing 
accept plausible Chinese than for Sinclair Lewis make Babbitt 
American. “It takes great deal history produce little liter- 
ature,” said Henry James, and was discovery that course 
American would make, because Americans uniquely have the problem 
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having history. What this means that American writers must 
make unique attempt discover the communicable manners upon 
which any work, narrative lyric, must rest, and discover suffi- 
cient genealogy that they may write with some certainty. This means 
that American writers are peculiarly involved with creating national 
history, situation which the basis Eliot’s acute observation 
“that sense the past which peculiarly American. This work 
creating history becomes obvious, occasionally, the writings 
the regionalists, early and late—surely other country has had 
much literature devoted many small and assiduously cultivated 
geographical areas. And became obvious the self-conscious work 
the group vaguely determined Van Wyck Brooks some forty 
years ago, group dedicated the discovery “usable 
Randolphe Bourne, Waldo Frank, Lewis Mumford, Sherwood Ander- 
son, and Hart Crane. 

Self-awareness means self-criticism. For one thing, given the focus, 
anything else would insipid, fact the yawp yawped Whitman 
his more festive moments, and which Carl Sandburg the con- 
temporary heir, often insipid. And again, given the focus, will 
deliberately allow our sins haunt us. 

Our sins Americans are likely the paradox our success. 
are rich and, conventional standards, exceedingly success- 
ful country. The bane success smugness, and know that smug- 
ness America, with its burdens moral and political isolationism, 
moral and social priggishness, its burdens often enough utter 
social and economic blindness. This smugness times becomes hysteri- 
cal. Complacency like fresh cement little boy and course earns 
its own disfigurement, literary and otherwise. The artists the old 
Masses organize “Anti-Obscenity Ball,” announced series 
lewd advertisements. pie the sky bye and bye,” Amer- 
icans sang Herbert Hoover, The militant provincialism 
President Warren Gamaliel Harding issues the command, “Stabi- 
lize America first, prosper America first, think America first, exalt 
America first,” and, the trick juxtaposed quotation, Alfred 
Kazin—to make him document his own study—wonders gently, 
“After such knowledge, what forgiveness 

might, then, expect the development literary theme which 
criticizes the position America forced upon the unusual un-equal 
man, whether artist idiot. And might expect literature 
which attacks the purely democratic man, the social mass man, for the 
sloth and monotony his character, for the solid, dead, unfair weight 
his presence the wisely simple man who wants only three meals 
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day and home home to, who wants only beautiful, un- 
cooperative, unresponsible, Pan, saint, satyr. 


The agenbite collective inwit all literatures, but, our cliché 
says, the American bite sharper and its indelible print unique 
order. might try explore some orders, try discover the distinct 
content American self-criticism. 

And might begin with the American pastoral, definition 
lament for the rural simplicities the past and complaint against 
urban modernization. But the American past not simply rural and 
not populated with lutes and goatherds. The past, the American 
pastoral mode, more likely seen the simple and vague postu- 
late the Democratic Ideal, notion variously compounded Brother- 
hood, Spiritual Health, Individual Responsibility, Physical Strength, 
Fortitude, Freedom, Uprightness—the virtues new and innocent 
but also pioneering people and self-consciously democratic 
people. The ideal that for which Whitman has come popularly 
stand. dirtied, course, the realities and complexities mod- 
ern American life, but there persistent belief that one time 
was possible ideal, that have lost our way, that have lost touch 
with our own promise, and the result the version pastoral which 
teaches the American Fall, the End Innocence America, the Loss 
American Virginity. 

impossible find more dramatic illustration the theme than 
the circumstance this great vegetable Good Gray Poet arous- 
ing himself out the genial, democratic, and optimistic torpor which 
seems have settled him shortly after the War shake his hairy 
fist. will worth our while turn back Democratic Vistas, 
renew our sense shocked disillusion 


these States, canker’d, crude, superstitious, and rotten. 
Political, law-made society is, and private, voluntary society, also. 
say had best look our times and lands searchingly the face, like 
physician diagnosing some deep Never was there, perhaps, more 
hollowness heart than present, and here the United States. Genuine 
belief seems have left us. The underlying principles the States are 
not honestly believed in. live atmosphere hypocrisy through- 
out. The men believe not the women, nor the women the men. scorn- 
ful superciliousness rules literature. The aim all the litterateurs 
find something make fun of. lot churches, sects, etc., the most dismal 
phantasms know, usurp the name religion. Conversation mass 
badinage. From deceit the spirit, the mother all false deeds, the off- 
spring already depravity the business classes 
our country not less than has been supposed but infinitely greater. The 
official services America, national, state, and municipal, all their 
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branches and departments...are saturated corruption, bribery, false- 
hood, great cities reck with respectable 
much non-respectable robbery and scoundrelism. fashionable life, 
flippancy, tepid amours, weak infidelism, small aims, aims all, only 
kill abnormal libidinousness, unhealthy forms, 
male, female, painted, padded, dyed, chignon’d, muddy complexions, bad 
blood, the capacity for good motherhood decreasing deceased, shallow 
notions beauty, with range manners, lack probably 
the meanest seen the world. 


Whitman’s bardic polemics always, course, awe and irritate us, 
leaving wonder that such shrewd stillness (“this all-devouring 
modern word, business”) should always give way platitudinous 
frenzies padded, dyed, chignon’d”). But the frenzy this 
man who involved himself with These States none before since 
neither naive nor giddy, nor excess the provocation are 
invited realize “The underlying principles the States are not hon- 
estly believed in....” 

And may discover this sense that the distinctively American ideal 
outraged, that the American promise betrayed, another unlikely 
source, the undisputed leader America letters the second half 
the nineteenth century. William Dean Howells. Howells, who 
through most his career had professed himself entranced the 
American commonplace, who had perpetrated the judgment that made 
him notorious later generations, “The more smiling aspects life 
are the more American,” Howells the 1880’s became Socialist. 
was infected Tolstoy rather than Marx, but the real source 
his discomfort was certainly his own sense the transformations 
American life, the sense expressed his later heroine Annie Kilburn: 
think there’s something the air, the atmosphere that won’t allow 
you live the old way got grain conscience human- 
ity.... Even here America, where used think that had the 
millennium because slavery was abolished, people have more liberty, 
but they seem just far off ever from justice.” Silas Lapham, Basil 
March appears New Fortunes, Bartley Hubbard, 
all are caught commonplace suddenly become treacherous, unin- 
spired the sturdy, hopeful virtues the commonplace Howells liked 
remember. Silas Lapham rises sinks backwards. 

Because was faithful his material, need discount very little 
for nostalgia Howells’ books about his youth, Town and 
Year Log Cabin, books which present community intellectual 
ambition, widespread “culture,” individual lattitude all absorbed easily 
fellowship and the solidity the pioneer character. the aura 


this community that creates the smiling aspects the many com- 
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monplace novels and New York, and certainly against 
this memory that, for instance, should see Howells the 
writing Modern Instance—the very title clearly enough indicates 
the background his thought. Howells’ new hero anti-hero. 
new American, symbolically journalist, all exterior good fellow- 
ship, possessed flashy and unreal talents, essentially characterless, 
amoral, uncultivated, unusable, slack. Bartley Hubbard, this modern 
instance American, has one action the novel: degenerates. 
And fitting that finally shot outraged citizen. 

The degeneration Bartley Hubbard becomes parable. The folk 
Howells’ Marietta, Ohio, the 1840’s had not the skills journal- 
ism, nor adroitness, knew nothing ingratiation, sales- 
manship, making capital out gossip, substituting the daily dirt 
for daily virtue. Hubbard knowing and sterile. The older Americans 
were innocent, but they were sturdy, they had character, they were 
committed the values which give strength. 

think recognize that this American variety pastoral, this tale 
degeneration, fairly constant our literature. discover it, for 
instance, that degenerate successor the Yankee peddler, the “drum- 
mer” Drouet Dreiser’s Sister Carrie. According his type, Drouet 
composed flashy clothing and excessive jewelry, sleek chivalry, 
and keen desire for the Drouet the new man, exterior- 
ized, ingratiating, valueless, suavely hypocritical, the product and the 
prey and the threat the new American life, salesman. 

discover the theme once again, explicit, the novels Willa 
Cather, those pioneer heroes and heroines, who “helped break 
the wild sod,” and whose duty salvage their robustness, their 
generosity, their openness and health, from the threatening corruption 
the new American society. Antonia Shimerda risks corruption 
coming the city, even though the city only Black Hawk, Nebraska, 
because the city already represents post-pioneer period. Marian For- 
rester lost when her husband, railroad builder and one the true 
race pioneers, dies and sacrifices his place cunning, materialistic, 
modern Ivy Peters. “The Old West,” the narrator Lost Lady 
tells us, 


had been settled dreamers, great-hearted adventurers who were unprac- 
tical the point magnificence courteous brotherhood, strong attack 
but weak defense, who could conquer but could not hold. Now all the 
vast territory they had won was the mercy men like Ivy Peters. 
... This was the very end the road-making West.... 


the parable the distinctively American Fall, and drawn 
for again and again. implicit, simply multiply examples, 
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most Ellen Glasgow, Mark Twain, Faulkner, some Hem- 
ingway, Edith Wharton (obviously The Age Innocence), and 
explicit Hart Crane’s The Bridge. The new America is, once more, 
the fevered wasteland The Great Gatsby, wasteland which the 
incredible betrayal that other, virginal America which dreams 
and heroism were possible, and which inspires Nick Carroway’s vision 
fresh, green breast the new world,” the Long Island which “had 
once pandered whispers the last and greatest all human dreams 
for transitory enchanted moment man must have held his breath 
the presence this continent, compelled into aesthetic contempla- 
tion neither understood nor desired, face face for the last time 
history with something commensurate his capacity for wonder.” 

Despite their loss, the health, the fortitude, the freedom, the inno- 
cence have lost are qualities not difficult imagine—and they are 
available brandished. 

But innocence not everybody’s dish. can turn what might 
called the American anti-pastoral, that variety American self- 
criticism which finds its provocation innocence, the lack Amer- 
ican life sophistication, genuine society, social depths and solid- 
ity and traditions, lack manners. Innocence ignorance, and 
Americans, who have not adequate touchstones knowledge, are 
simple, crude, merely uneducated the way the world. 

is, course, the criticism involved James’ “International 
Theme,” and cannot better than first James for exposi- 
tion it. The generalizations develops his biography Haw- 
thorne, certainly intended account for American culture 1879 
well Hawthorne’s years, may serve condense the matter for us: 


The negative side the spectacle which Hawthorne looked out... 
might, indeed, with little ingenuity, made almost ludicrous; one might 
enumerate the items high civilization, exists other countries, 
which are absent from the texture American life, until should become 
wonder know what was left. State, the European sense the 
word, and indeed barely specific national name. sovereign, court, 
personal loyalty, aristocracy, church, clergy, army, 
diplomatic service, country gentlemen, palaces, castles, nor manors, 
nor old country houses, nor parsonages, nor thatched cottages, nor ivied 
ruins; cathedrals, nor abbeys, nor Norman churches; great 
universities nor public schools—no Oxford, nor Eton, nor Harrow; 
literature, novels, museums, pictures, political society, sport- 
ing class—no Epsom nor Ascot! 


Which the intricate complaint the adventures nearly all James’ 
protagonists. Roderick Hudson leaves America, though his detri- 
ment, because must, because America provides him with neither 
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adequate education nor the support adequate society. Christopher 
Newman’s education one the possibilities social texture, the 
manners and morality complex society. The innocence, both radiant 
and crude, the New England life the Wentworths The Euro- 
peans astonishes and confounds the sophisticated visitors. Lambert 
Strether wrests new sense life Europe out the frustration 
which the ultimate meaning for civilized man New England 
life. Isabel Archer, Milly Theale, Maggie Verver, all must come 
Europe discover both the richness and the evil, which say the 
human possibilities, exploited dense society. 

The reduplicated Henry James journey not the geographical ex- 
tension the journeys Julien Sorel and Rastignac. has neither 
the same personal necessity nor the same normalcy. not merely 
pedagogical. Though are, thankfully, beyond the agony deter- 
mining which side the Atlantic James really stood, certainly 
recognize national debate the novels, recognize that James was 
treating what considered crisis cultural inertia, matter inno- 
cence which, whatever its grace, stifled Strether and sentenced Daisy 
Miller perpetual adolescence. 

this sense inadequate society, almost criminal lack 
sophistication, that part Henry Adams’ vast disillusion, too. 
Adams inherited the morality Quincy, Massachusetts, which did not 
prepare him even for Boston, though neither, says, had social style. 
simpler manner life and thought could hardly exist, short 
cave-dwelling.” And neither Quincy nor Boston nor Harvard nor New- 
port nor Washington prepared him for the world. The suspiciously 
defensive refinement Americans who commit themselves refine- 
ment another issue, but all events American society was not equal 
Adams’ attainments. And need only compare Adams’ Virgin 
with the apotheosis the American girl, say Lydia Blood Howells’ 
The Lady the Aroostook, see that for Adams America lacked not 
only sophistication, density, but the simple vitality organized 
society well. 

The theme implicit, again, whole range travel literature, 
which Mark Twain’s Abroad only the most conspicuous 
example. new discovery that behind the broad satire directed 
the Old World there respect for it, and corresponding satire 
American thinness. And, might note, this thinness that converts 
Europe for Americans into something which Europe certainly not, 
into irreproachable ideal, into infinite wisdom, into social taste. 

And the theme, the lack sophisticated, supportive, mannered 
society America, found once more the novelists recog- 
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nize traditionalists. might use George Washington Cable and 
Edith Wharton. Both start from deep, well-organized societies the 
United States, but the societies are small and isolated and danger 
extinction the United States, not really American all. The 
Grandissimes the Yankee protagonist comes the rich Creole culture 
old New Orleans educated, while Napoleon and Washington, 
C., conspire obliterate that culture altogether. The House 
Mirth the heroine destroyed the social disorganization that con- 
stitutes new New York, and The Custom the Country poses the 
threat the settled traditions Washington Square the insensibil- 
ity, the unmannered and unknowing condition Undine Spragg, 
late Apex City, whose country is, and her proper friend, girl 
named Indiana Frusk. 

find touchstones this criticism throughout our literature. 
think not imprudent say that when character Stephen 
Crane’s Maggie takes lunch charlotte russe and glass beer, 
have brief involvement with our society’s lack the sensibility 
manners, and certainly lack manners America, the social oil 
which allows for communication depth and which end itself, 
accounts for much the debilitating social landscape the earlier 
Eliot. American society may refined, “Prufrock,” but, 
Eliot’s own distinction, not civilized, does not contain the possi- 
bilities deep human engagement. 

American society may predicated Sweeney. use another 
famous set distinctions, American civilization either highbrow 
lowbrow—and this takes some other varieties American self- 
criticism. 

The trouble with highbrows that their refinement they escape 
from life, from experience, and create standard refinement com- 
posed impossible mores and bloated ideals. And these ideals may 
amusing—Anthony Comstock, despite the number suicides was 
proud having provoked, was amusing—or, falsifying and ration- 
alizing experience, they may criminal. Huck Finn begins his career 
almost secure highbrow idealism, and his journey down the river 
one progressive disillusion. Democratic justice and self-respect are 
outraged the strong, the sticky sentimentality the South 
rationale for the blood feud, piety protects slavery. 

The attack particularly Southern idealism is, perhaps, the clearest 
evidence this theme. The bloated romanticism the South was for 
Twain, for others, special outrage. The whole South was infected 
Sir Walter Scott, and was Scott, said, who had been the real 
cause the Civil War. With varying degrees anger and farce, the 
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line continued Ellen Glasgow, Faulkner, Tennessee Williams. 
Laura Wingfield The Glass Menagerie invalid, lonely, 
driven find solace child’s game glass animals, sick because 
she tyrannized the sick Southern idealism represented her 
mother. Faulkner’s involvement the disease finds more adequate 
symbols. The Sartorises and the Compsons are doomed decay the 
various ravages murder, suicide, idiocy, incest, dissoluteness, the in- 
fection business, and they decay because the traditional ideals the 
South will not support them. Chivalry, the maintenance landed 
aristocracy, gallantry and the heroism gallantry, all have their glory 
for Faulkner, but, unlike the Negro and the mule, they don’t endure. 

The exuberant explosion American highbrowism might said 
have made the career the Lost Generation. difficult know 
the genesis that generation, but one suspects that Dreiser was its im- 
mediate prophet, that the education, for instance, Frank Cowper- 
wood, simply the lesson that the muscular and not the moral inherit 
the earth, contributed largely the new disillusion. Nevertheless, the 
illusions shattered were identifiably American ones. its most trivial 
this criticism called task the special primness the nice American 
conception boys and girls fundamentally sexless and shocked 
everyone, did This Side Paradise, the revelation lot 
kissing going around. its journalistic best, the criticism resulted 
some transported Nietzschean ironies Mencken—The 
American Credo, for example, compilation Mencken and Nathan 
488 maxims, superstitions, and glossy trivialities, was scathing be- 
cause Americans did subscribe them. 

Much the deflation literature the Twenties was masked un- 
masked journalism, but Hemingway became high achievement. 
Nick Adams, Jake Barnes, Lieutenant Henry, confine ourselves 
the decade, are engaged disvaluation highbrowism fastidi- 
ous that its obvious relief, lowbrowism, becomes moral principle. The 
hero heroic “embararssed the words sacred, glorious, and 
sacrifice and the expression rejects the bourgeois 
pieties marriage for the ineluctable simplicities the Michigan 
woods. He’d rather Natty Bumpo than President, but Natty Bumpo 
sensitized moral perceptions. 

That this sharp opposition between highbrow and lowbrow, between 
paleface and redskin, creates peculiarly American dilemma, has been 
repeatedly evidenced for before. Neither figure sustained hero 
except contradicts the other, and neither yields resting place 
for our souls. highbrowism falsifies experience, lowbrowism 
more attractive. 
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The American vulgarian not Nick Adams who, drained intellect, 
not say sanity, might conceivably resolve himself into Moussorgsky’s 
village idiot, nor simply oafish and intractable, nor the dem- 
otic unwashed. likely, fact, democratic, sociable, cooper- 
ative, ambitious, idealistic—a decent and well-meaning fellow—who 
the standardized product materialistic, “idealistic,” cooperative 
society, the mass man. made and betrayed money. some- 
times expansive but more often repressed. often pathetic 
ridiculous, offensive. Mark Twain’s pompous but engaging 
Colonel Beriah Sellers, The Gilded Age, perhaps founds line 
spins fantastic schemes for quick riches and convinces himself 
the success, disguised terms money, which can’t quite yet 
draw. the antecedent less charming persons, from Dreiser’s 
salesman Drouet Willy Loman. But these mass men wrest 
certain vitality from the unpromising laws their existence. The 
instincts for life the American mass man are more generally turned 
back materialistic morality into materialism itself. lifeless. 

may pure victim, like Frank Norris’s McTeague, who 
hounded death his own greed, the desires which our society 
would seem approve and which should mean survival the dentist, 
victim like Stephen Crane’s Maggie who, never more than half alive, 
shuffled her death insensate and materialistic society, 
may victim like the brutish Yank O’Neill’s The Hairy Ape, 
like the nullity Mr. Zero Elmer The Adding Machine. Or, like 
Popeye Faulkner’s Sanctuary, may the quintessence repul- 
sive materialism itself. 

The archetype the mass American is, course, Sinclair Lewis’s 
Babbitt, created and accepted the national average. Unhappily for 
the nation, Babbitt gelatin self-delusion, salesmanship, uncon- 
sidered tastes, and shaggy boyishness. His tentative adventures within 
the prisonhouse, his abortive gestures toward self-assertion, naturally 
bring him close decomposition because has self assert, 
being that not the creation the Benevolent and Protective Order 
Elks, the Boosters Club, the noisy good fellowship which may 
have been especially noisy the Twenties but which otherwise the 
all but constant metaphor for our society-as-mass offered our 
literature. Good fellowship seen, for all its apparent lack con- 
trolled movement, insidiously organized and perfectly ready pun- 
ish slightest deviations—deviations from the aesthetic postulated 
Chum Frink, the businessman’s poet, from the ethics embodied Ver- 
gil Gunch, the patron saint good mixing, from the theology Dr. 
John Jennison Drew, the businessman’s saviour. 
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know who Babbitt is, and speaks for the American penchant 
for self-criticism that his name has passed into our vocabulary. The 
startling thing that not very different from later and ap- 
proved American hero, eulogized David Riesman’s version Au- 
tonomy. Something has happened our image the national average. 
Conformity has become pressing and subtle issue for that 
are moved dismiss the stale joke Lewis’s dated caricature, or, 
like Lewis himself, are moved accord him some measure admir- 
ation. Babbitt symbol has become fuzzy, and perhaps lucky that 
have the caricature turn back to. Here the sum Babbitt’s 
separable self, represented Lowell Schmaltz, the monologuist 
the smoking car The Man Who Knew Coolidge: 


There’s lot sorehead critics America that claim standard- 
ized, but— 

Well, take example, let take the fellow that happened 
lunching with just before caught this train—just take the differences be- 
between him and me. both belong the Athletic Club, both belong 
service clubs, have our offices the same block, live within quarter 
mile each other, both like golf and good lively jazz the radio. 
And yet this fellow and me—his name Babbitt, Babbitt, fellow 
the real estate different Moses and Gene Tunney. 

Where these poor devils Europeans are crushed down and prevented 
from having their characters developed the wide and free initiative 


characteristic American life, him and can friendly yet differ- 
ent— 


Well, like this, for instance: drive Chrysler, and Babbitt doesn’t. 
I’m Congregationalist, and Babbitt has use whatsomever for anything 
but his old Presbyterian church. wears these big round spectacles, and 
you couldn’t hire wear anything but eyeglasses—much more dignified, 
think. He’s got likes golf for its own sake, and I’d rather fishing 
any day. And and on. 


have suggested that the social cooperation which forced Bab- 
bitt makes the place the individual American society difficult 
sustain. Let this problem create final variety American self-criti- 
cism. The mass man not only pitiful, the vic- 
tim and the agent conformity, and his presence predicates height- 
ened valuation individualism for the rest us. The individual may 
save himself conforming-but-not-really-conforming, preserving 
margin for rebellion, does, fact, the Riesman hero, may 
save himself flight, lighting out for the territory, like Huck Finn, 
may save himself losing himself his resistance, creating 
metaphor resistance out his frustration, turning crank. 

Among those who flee, one should mention the defrocked and per- 
secuted clergyman Harold Frederic’s The Damnation Theron 
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Ware, and one should mention Hugh Selwyn Mauberly, and one should 
mention all Thomas Wolfe. their multitudes, the cranks seem 
more particularly our own. There are, particular order, the folk 
Edwin Arlington Robinson’s Tilbury Town and the whole 
tion Edgar Lee Master’s Spoon River Anthology; there are the 
stranded agitators Henry James’ The Bostonians, and Emily Dick- 
inson and Isadora Duncan they appear Hart Crane’s The Bridge, 
and the hero Nathaniel West’s Miss Lonelyhearts, and Mark Twain’s 
Puddn’head Wilson, who forced marginal and barely tolerated 
existence the town Dawson’s Landing, Missouri and dubbed 
Puddn’head because makes jokes one understands. And one 
might pursue the figure the crank endlessly the work the Amer- 
ican regionalists—we recognize regionalism itself resistance na- 
tionalization and standardization. 

But can let the queer, crotchety, lost and lonely people Sher- 
wood Anderson’s Winesburg, Ohio stand for the rest. George Willard, 
like Anderson himself, asserts his individual identity flight.But the 
others are not lucky, and they are reduced the symptoms their 
rebellion. The ex-schoolteacher develops nervous tick. The spinster 
runs naked into the rain. The minister voyeur. Forced remain, 
they they become and grotesques they are in- 
dictment society conspiracy against the normalcy self. 

All which say again that the literature our last hundred 
years establishes American tradition varied self-criticism, but 
attempt, too, earn our notice, and the earning vitalize 
our response, intuit afresh the special national involvement this 
literature and the persistent agony self-doubt upon which draws, 
which appears one the great natural resources American 
society. “Society America,” Henry Adams saw it, “was always 
trying, almost blindly earthworm, realize and understand 
itself catch with its own head, and twist about search its 
tail.” good image, and will for the process becomes 
articulate our literature. One applies neither the austere self- 
exegesis German literature nor the enlightened satire French 
literature. have wanted indicate varieties American self-criticism 
which are unique. The motion our criticism, too, the frenetic seeking 
and the urgent self-concern, quite our own. 
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THE WINDOW 


This picture window, ushering 

world untouched lattice-work frame. 
Before child kneels down, priest, his chin 
propped the sill, his nose against the pane. 
Beside him sits cat, all claws and schemes. 
Behind, woman faintly rocks and dreams. 


This window the His mother’s eyes 
see nothing, fixed upon his form, half gold, 
half fringed with shadows, but merely wise. 
The cat plotting birds, trained cold 
her teeth act out its chatter. Only 

looks purely out and lives what sees. 


The window leads directly sky 

mauve and golden. Let the knight 
whose mailed hands must hush the world’s cry. 
And that white house, intangible with light, 
whose windows peer like caverns distress, 
the lady who must fashion knightliness. 
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The road curves down between two darker shapes 
warehouse with its windows furnace red, 

the dragon, and little church with ginger cape, 
the chapel pain where pride quieted. 

Once found the story tells itself almost, 

both scenes and actors moved ghost. 


But now the shadows lengthen, the light grows vain, 
and dark comes down and shuts the dragon’s eyes, 
swallows the lady her pain, 

and shoos the knight like sparrows from the skies. 
The road recedes dark where began. 


vain the chapel reaches for the sun. 


And all dark. The mother’s eyes close down 

the cat slumps off and curls upon the floor 

the child resumes his storybook. Alone, 

the window turns within, and strange eyes peer 
through the orange panes human creatures caught 
alien visions, and moved alien thought. 


—PAUL PETRIE 
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Tom Hardy was born Redmond, Oregon, 1921, and lived for 
part bis youth sheep ranch central Oregon. attended 
Oregon State College for two years and graduated from the University 
Oregon 1942. His work was first the Oregon Ceramic 
Studio Portland, that same year. 

After three years the army, Hardy returned the University 
Oregon and received his Master Fine Arts degree sculpture 
1952. 

work bas been shown the Metropolitan Art Museum, 
the Whitney Museum Art, the Museum Modern Art Sao 
Paolo, Brazil, and the Denver Art Museum. Exhibitions devoted en- 
tirely bis work been the Portland Art Museum, the 
Seattle Art Museum, Stanford University, the Oakland Art Museum, 
the University California Los Angeles, the University Califor- 
nia, the Kraushaar Gallery New York City, and the Ogunquit, 
Maine, Museum Art. received awards from the Society 
American Graphic Artists and number museums the United 
States. 

From 1953 1956, Hardy taught the Oregon State Board 
Higher Education adult education program. Since 1956 has lived 


Berkeley, California, where was lecturer sculptural design 
the College Architecture the University California from 1956 
1957. now lecturer art the Art Department the Uni- 
versity California and since 1956 been instructor metal sculp- 
ture the California School Fine Arts, San Francisco. 
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Pelican. 20” 20” welded brass with bronze. 1957 


Yak. 24” 24” welded steel. 1956-1957 
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Shore Birds. 24” welded steel. 1957 
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Flight Birds. welded bronze. 1957 
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THE FIRST SUNDAY SEPTEMBER 


was Sunday and the sea was bad. They accepted that. But 
Sundays the beer houses were closed and those who did not have 
bottle stashed their boats had other choice but church, 
and this they complained before they accepted. They had learned 
accept and respect the commandments the sea for they knew the sea’s 
wrath first God’s wrath could never really more than words 
from the pulpit stories from the Book. 

ten minutes eleven the ones without bottles stepped over the 
sides their boats. they were married their wives followed, silent 
and pleased going church for once. They wore slacks and white 
shirts and dark dresses, made limp the thick perspiring air the 
docks and never pressed except the weight other garments stored 
above. They left their boats and walked the docks, like dark solemn 
birds lined out floating log, uncomfortable out their element. 
The more fortunate lounged with their bottles the scales the fish- 
house, and waited for the pious little line move stiffly past. 

“Oh haw haw!” Mack yelled and waved his bottle. “It’s goddam 
funeral goin’ past, swear isn’t Why that’s just real sad. I’m sorry, 
Mr. Andersen. deepes’ consolances, Mr. Petersen. Sure, look 
sad thing indeed. Did you ever see more mournful Who 
could for now, this funeral? Marv Oleson? No, was never 
found an’ they had his funeral sea. lvan? no, not poor dear Ivan. 
He’s drunk behind the fish-house.” 

The other loungers stomped the dock and laughed with him. They 
sat line and leaned against the sunny side the fish-house Crabby 
Joe, who always thought have bottle laid by, and Red Talbot with 
the blanched eyebrows who didn’t church anyway, bottle no. 
Little Donald and his cousin-wife laughed and crossed themselves. 
Jean Messner and his six unnamed brothers laughed. Olaf the cod man 
laughed and shouted his stew pot tongue. Mack went on, encouraged. 

“Sure, here’s ol’ Pop Weaver an’ his missus. Mama, that preacher 
will faint dead away when sees you bring Pop through that church 
door. Dead away, swear it.” 

bit God an’ the Book never done man harm Mack,” Pop 
Weaver said, and saw his little wife’s quick, pleased, agreeing nod. 
Mama Weaver had all the respect the world for the ways the sea, 
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but she was glad when one these rough fall Sundays came along 
let her dress for church. 


Mama Weaver was smail woman but she boasted she was able 
outdo any the men just damn near anything. Her face was brown 
and weather-etched like her husbands. Her hair was white-grey and 
very curly, like the foam rough sea, and her hands were big 
man’s. Her only son had been killed years before when had tried 
row across the bar from their out-anchored boat. “Damn careless- 
ness, plain damn foolishness,” she always said when anyone mentioned 
the boy’s death, “He was old enough know better.” 


The line churchgoers petered out eleven o’clock and they could 
heard tuning inside the church. The loungers leaning against the 
fish-house became quiet. When they drank, now, they turned away 
from the tall church windows and shielded their bottles with their 
backs. The metal-staved hymns that rolled from the church and rumbled 
down the docks like metal-staved barrels might have made them un- 
easy—a few tried think was that, and promised silently that 
the next Sabbath, the rough sea permitting, they might also 
church—but most them knew was not the hymns the church 
all because those singing church probably felt just uneasy. was 
not the hymns; was the sound the sea mile out. 


Down the dock ramps, below the fish-house and the church, the 
fishing boats lay moored and felt the sound from mile out. They 
rocked and rubbed the docks with their rubber tire bumpers, waltzing 
their troller poles back and forth the undeniable tune the sea. 
was this tune that made the men and their wives uneasy. They looked 
down from the fish-house the waltzing decks, through the 
church windows the waltzing tips the troller poles thrust waving 
like leafless forest the wind. They heard the mile out tune and 
gauged the waltz. was September. 


September already, and the fish-house the church the fisher- 
men heard the already September sea, heard rolling mile out, could 
hear the dreary clangdang the pitching bell buoy mile out sea 
saying, “fall’s comiiing, comaaang, comiiing...” Fall, and then the 
hardtime, blowtime, raining, Oregon seacoast winter. Salmon would 
soon pigeon-holing rivers and streams all along the west coast, the 
same rivers and streams they had traced out four years before. After 
four years mystery, the salmon were back: twenty pounds firm 
red meat. For three months the fishermen had followed the run from 
Port Orford Astoria and back, and few more weeks the run 
would gone. The fish would re-enter the rivers and fight back 
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over the rocks and rapids that certain sandy shallow where they 
would deposit their milt and eggs, and then thrash out their lives 
the place they had started, the Long Tom the Willamette the 
Columbia, scarred and hooknosed and looking angrily their death 
they had their fate the sea. 

The fishermen watched the troller waltz and heard the tune and 
gauged about three more weeks, the most four, make their season 
money money last until May when the first Chinook rolled back 
into the waters. the money lasted, they lived easy their boats and 
scraped and painted and puttered with their motors and carved weird, 
useless plugs. the money did not last they stood line the employ- 
ment office for shovel job huckleberry sprays 
for florists. 

Three, the most four weeks more thirty times across the bar after 
fish and thirty times back, they would cross narrow stretch surf 
that was bad and getting worse each day, risking boat important, 
because was their home well their job and their future, that 
seemed more risk than their lives. They felt personal grudge toward 
the sea that continually threatened claim all they had, and personal 
fear each wave. They felt always respect for the sea’s command- 
ments. They felt the sea’s hate, the almost animal hate being con- 
tained, penned within mountains and shores. And turn they hated 
the sea’s hate all men who dare take their living from mile 
out. They hated the sea’s hate, but the sea they respected, and 
And the three four more weeks that they feared they anticipated 
well. 

the docks Little Donald 


all them young ladies was fish the river 
bea shark, and tickle their liver. 

Oh, roll your leg over, roll your leg o-over 
Roll your leg over the man the moon. 


And Mack laughed his three-block laugh. 
And from the white chipped house-of-the-lord, aged, crumbling 
the sea air, the metal-staved voices 


“Holy, ho-lee, 


And the scales Olaf the cod man grinned and clasped his hands 
over his head the sign victory, and said, Hay, dat’s me, you 
did whenever heard the song. 

And that moment out the bar the very sound they were trying 
drown out with laughter prayer caught one the tourist’s sport 
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boats. The waves whipped the boat crossways and rolled like paper 
toy. All eighteen feet drawing twenty inches water, had chanced 
bar and sea along with twelve foot skiffs and twenty foot sports 
cruisers—tourist boats—on bar that forty foot commercial troller 
drawing six feet water with ton cement the hold keep 
upright wouldn’t near, even Sunday without bottle. 

Little Donald sang louder 


father was the keeper the Eddystone light 
And slept with mermaid one fine night... 


And Mack shouted, haw, with stinkin’ mermaid. Ohaw haw!” 
And the brassbound, barrel-staved 


The winds and the waves will obey thy will, 
Peace, still... 


One the men from the eighteen foot sport boat was drowned. 
Another was mashed into the jetty and his collarbone was broken. 
The man with the broken collarbone was sign painter from Bend; 
the man that was drowned was insurance broker from Salem. The 
sea did not know either one. 


That afternoon, with church over and dinner eaten, the men who had 
gone church changed back into their working clothes and joined the 
group the scales, all duty the Sunday God done. They shared 
bottles and joked about the eighteen foot tourist’s skiff that drew only 
twenty inches water, out September bar. 

was low tide and still ebbing and the pilings around the docks 
the barnacles ticked and sizzled the sun. Town boys stood the 
dock and tried spear the big perch flashing past. The gulls and the 
black, long-necked ducks flew down the bar and found too rough 
dive for meal, and flew back the scales pick the trash. 

One the town boys was swimming. stroked back and forth 
within the moorage, showing off one particular. was 
logger’s son, long hair and sideburns. His nose had been broken. 

“Hey ho,” Mack shouted, “We got seal with sideburns. Hey 
seal, can you play the gittar while you swim?” 

The boy did not answer. 

“Hang your clothes hickory limb,” Little Donald sang, “but 
don’t near the water.” 

“Can swim you kid back the Dixie Lee and forth?” Olaf the cod 
man said, “Aye joost bat you can’t.” 

The boy did not answer. frowned and stroked back and forth, 
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keeping his head carefully from the water, preserve his hair. 

“Bet you can’t make the Dixie Lee one way, boy,” Pop Weaver 
said. 

The boy looked the black and green troller seventy-five yards 
river and didn’t answer. 

bat you can’t Olaf the cod man said. 

“Fact,” Pop said winking around, bet old woman could beat 
you there an’ then swim back just for exercise.” 

“Sure, sure she could,” the boy had say, treading water now. 

“Oh haw, God, got race.” 

Ivan sat up. 

“Tvan here’s the race. Who Who else gonna challenge our 
little seal down there?” 

“Aye joost try, 

“Olaf’s the race! Hey, Olaf’s racin’. Who else, who 

People began step from their boats the docks and walk the 
scales. Some tourists edeged in. 

“Pass the hat! Pass the hat! have purse for this race. Make 
worth somethin’. Seal, this bigtime event. You better get 
the dock an’ rest.” 

The boy did not say anything. treaded water and looked the 
river the rocking boat. 

Little Donald looked around the women the gathering crowd. 
“Those what don’t have any shorts can’t race. Got have shorts on. 
Women here.” 

“Shorts only. shorts you don’t get enter. And Mack 
passed his turtle-palmed hand among the tourists for money. The tour- 
ists looked the shell-hard face and the shell-hard hand and dropped 
quarters and dimes. on, come an’ cough up. You’re about 
see our sturdiest men risk their lives the ragin’ tide against Sealo, 
the Sideburned Seal!” 

don’t know,” the boy said, nervous now with the people. lifted 
himself onto the docks and stood there glaring. this old 
woman you were talking about 

“Pop, get Mama here. Tell her she can win big purse, big stakes. 
Tell her it’s command performance. haw haw!” 

“Mama,” Pop Weaver yelled down the Destiny, “Mama, come 
here.” 

From the cabin the Destiny Mama’s small white-grey head poked 
up. She was still wearing her churchgoing clothes. the hell you 
she called. 

want you race this seal boy here, Mack yelled back. 
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Sure, swimmin’. What else you think? Get your swim suit, them 
without shorts can’t enter.” 

Mama asked.” 

the Dixie Lee, Mama. There’s purse.” 

“Well, okay,” she said, right up.” 

few minutes she appeared black suit. Her arms and neck 
were browned deeply, but the rest her body was almost grey, white- 
grey like her air. She had none the dimply skin most women get 
the backs their legs past forty. the time she got the scales 
there were five men stripped their shorts standing beside the boy. 
They stood without saying anything, not yet ready for the race start. 

The men the scales wanted make more it, was too good 
let end soon. When the race started couldn’t stopped and 
brought back for more entertainment. would over. the docks 
below the contestants waited for someone start it, grinning each 
other. The boy looked sullen. The air around the pilings was heavy, 
like roll thick, rancid fat. One the men looked the water pitch- 
ing the moorage and said, pretty rough.” And from the 
jetty point mile out they could hear the waves crashing over the rocks 
with deep sound, “rough, roughhh, 

“Look out, look out!” Ivan yelled and fell in, clothes and all. His 
legs were still the dock but his front quarters were stroking wildly 
the water. Little Donald hauled him back onto the dock. 

“Van, disqualified for jumpin’ the gun an’ for bein’ drunk. 
sit down.” 

“Jus’ well,” Ivan said, “Can’t swim stroke.” 

They stood, five fishermen, brown arm and neck, the boy and the 
old woman. They stood the dock and looked toward the Dixie Lee. 
They tried laugh Ivan. They tried maneuver him into falling 
again. They tried get more enter the race. was finally the 
boy who asked get over with. 

“All right, all right, what’s your big Mack said, then looked 
around him. “Okay then. Just the Dixie Lee. First touch 
wins. Now. Everybody ready 

“Christ yes, I’m freezing standing out here,” the boy said. 

“All right. your mark, get set, go!” 

They jumped into the swelling water and began swimming into the 
ebb. The boy took the lead, grimly stroking, pulling into the stream. 
few yards behind him Mama stroked smoothly, stroke-five-and- 
breathe, the stroke experienced distance swimmer. 


halfway they were the only two left the race; the five others 
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had turned back with the ebb for the docks. The boy still fought the 
tide. Behind him the woman’s head followed smoothly, easily floating 
the dark water, like clot foam blown the wind. She swam 
her side now, relaxing. She was talking the boy. 

The crowd could see her talking, and quieted hear what she said. 
became very still the docks. sudden, strange calm, mile 
out the bell had hushed the surf for moment and was listening too, 
the people lining the dock could hear the boy’s choppy breath and 
Mama’s 

fight it, sonny. Don’t fight the water. You can’t make it. Get 
your back an’ head for shore. Don’t fight it.” 

The crowd sensed the boy’s fear more than they witnessed it. The 
boy did not seem any trouble; continued hard against 
the tide, bound against it. wasn’t swimming strongly had 
been when started but didn’t look tired. Yet they sensed it. 

the last Mama tried desperately reach him before went 
under. had not thrashed called out, had continued against 
the tide, toward the Dixie Lee twenty yards ahead him. They did 
not know was trying reach the Dixie Lee because was closer 
than the dock, was still racing, choosing fight the sea and 
drown rather than beaten grey-headed old lady. 

The crowd ran down the docks and some the men kicked off their 
shoes and swam out Mama. 

“Not here! Not here! The tide would wash him back that way!” 
She dived under and when she came she yelled the crowd the 
docks. “Run, damn it, don’t just stand there! Back that way! Look 
for him comin’ 

She swam hard downstream with her face the water, leaving the 
men thrashing behind her their wet clothes. She dived again. The 
men crawled from the water back onto the docks. The crowd stood 
silently and watched the old woman dive. She dived until she was ex- 
hausted, then, she had set certain amount time look even 
though she knew she wouldn’t find the boy, she treaded water and 
drifted toward the docks. Pop helped her with towel. Her body 
appeared even greyer than before. They all watched her chattering 
and crying. Pop was the only one who spoke. 

probably clean out the jetty now, Mama. Lodged the 
rocks with the crabs pickin’ him.” 

was 

logger’s kid. From the mountains.” 

“He shoulda knowed better, then,” she said. “God help She 
sat down and began shiver. help him,” she repeated. 
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the high docks, the scales, above the waltzing trollers, Mack 
looked the coins his turtle shell palm, and tossed them underhand 
out into the swelling water. They fell, flashing, into dozen widening 
circles the spot where the boy had dived. 

somebody better get the police? the coast guard?” one 
the tourists said. 

“Yeah. Yeah, ahead.” Mama said. 

“And tell his parents? And tell the 

“Sure, ahead.” 


When the coast guard arrived their buoy-tender the fishermen had 
all left the docks and gone their boats. Only some tourists remained, 
telling late comers how had been see person drown. The gulls 
and the black, long-necked ducks flew down the bar and the sea was 
rougher than before. 
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DOSTOYEVSKI AND HIS CRITICS 


Dostoyevski Russian Literary Criticism, 1846-1956. 
Seduro. Columbia University Press. $7.50. 


The year 1956 marked the seventy-fifth anniversary the death 
Fyodor Dostoyevski (1821-1881). somewhat surprising change 
policy, Soviet literary authorities have undertaken signalize the 
occasion new ten-volume edition Dostoyevski’s works (the last 
volume scheduled for 1958) and the encouragement numerous 
studies the work the famous author. The reader who all 
acquainted with such masterpieces Notes from Underground, The 
Possessed, The Brothers Karamazov may not puzzled the 
relative obscurity which Dostoyevski has been assigned throughout 
most the Soviet period. may, indeed, somewhat puzzled 
the current revival. 

Dostoyevski has always worried Soviet criticism. One suspects that 
official Soviet literary circles might secretly wish that had never 
existed. His existence, however, has remained large and vivid 
reality the modern consciousness that course impossible 
deny that there. The Soviet critic must reckon with still more 
troublesome actuality not only Dostoyevski great writer, but 
great Russian writer. his zealous effort glorify every major Rus- 
sian figure, the Soviet official cannot bring himself overlook such 
giant Dostoyevski. only this great Russian writer had not written 
some those great books! only had discarded the “reactionary 
essence” his “philosophy life.” 

There only one solution: publish the works this troublesome 
artist, but accompany them with official guide the correct inter- 
pretation some parts the collected work seem hopelessly recalci- 
trant correct interpretation, quietly omit them. This what now 
going forward the Soviet publication Dostoyevski. The final result 
will least interesting. 

brief account this latest Soviet celebration Dostoyevski forms 
the conclusion this study Vladimir Seduro. Dr. Seduro himself 
refugee from Soviet literary policy, having been formerly professor 
literature the University Minsk. His book, just published, 
itself contribution the anniversary celebration. study this kind 
allows the reader only indirect view the author’s own understand- 
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ing Dostoyevski, but clear throughout that Dr. Seduro does not 
share the biases Soviet criticism. the title shows, however, his 

book not devoted exposé Soviet doctrine, since the latter con- 

stitutes only episode the history Dostoyevski criticism, which 

the larger purpose this essay trace. 

review the Russian criticism such writer Dostoyevski 
the same time review the main phases Russian literary criti- 
cism general. One way, perhaps the most concrete way, study the 
history criticism any period follow the criticism one particu- 
lar writer. Such task requires considerable erudition, and obvious 
that the author this book vastly erudite. His bibliography alone 
occupies some fifty pages—and comprises one the valuable contribu- 
tions the book. 

There are disadvantages inherent such undertaking. For the 
reader interested Dostoyevski more than Russian critical schools 
and movements, there the frustration never being able arrive 
direct look Dostoyevski himself, even the author’s own interpre- 
tation Dostoyevski. One always held second third remove, 
required confine himself glancing some critic’s mediating opin- 
ion. that, effect, the reader reading Seduro’s reading critic’s 
reading Dostoyevski. But such procedure has very respectable 
title: namely, literary scholarship. 

Another inevitable difficulty for most readers lies the fact that 
book this kind must assume wider knowledge the reader’s part 
than the reader may fitted own. First all, expected know 
read with profit, the reader should know Netochka Nesvanova. seems 
clear that Professor Seduro always knows the work that his critic 
talking about but one wonders whether his reader always will. 

the same class belongs further difficulty. the course pre- 
senting criticism from various schools Russian literary scholarship, 
the author has little opportunity halt the proceedings while ex- 
plains the fundamental tenets each passing school. well-informed 
reader might hope know something Marxist criticism but will 
also know enough about the Russian Decadents, Symbolists? Per- 
haps the simple conclusion that this not designed popular 
treatment. And yet the interested student Russian literature, even 
one who not specialist, will find rewarding. 

One interesting realization that emerges from book such this 
that writer range and productivity, there some- 
thing for everybody. Russian proponents art-for-art’s-sake and also 


the most thoroughgoing Russian Marxists, well advocates 
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numerous other schools thought, have all managed find congenial 
material Dostoyevski. They have also found much that uncongenial. 
Here lies the most concrete evidence Dostoyevski’s stature. book 
this kind thus represents more than merely compendium critical 
opinions also offers scholarly tribute the greatness this perhaps 
greatest all Russian writers. 

—HERBERT BOWMAN 


“WHAT WAY FACING?” 
All That Fall. Samuel Beckett. Grove Press. $2.50. 


Samuel Beckett’s new radio play, That Fall, although slighter 
work than the earlier Waiting for Godot, nevertheless play made 
for invites them play the critical game, approach Beckett 
with the armed vision, seek out from between the very words them- 
selves those ambiguities, symbols, and wisps allegory that link art, 
however tenuously, with life. one who approaches Beckett’s latest 
work this manner will disappointed. longer makes sense 
ask: should Beckett approached this way? This like asking: 
should one run out onto the football field wearing faceguard? The 
reply, both cases, that this now—didn’t you know ?—a part 
the rules the game. For literature, rather the analysis literature, 
has become game, game which any number may play. not, 
perhaps, Beckett’s fault his work too well made this respect, 
that the players the game may well outnumber the readers the 

Thematically All That Fall about journeys most the characters 
are introduced route, were, their various ends. None con- 
ceives clearly what his end will be, even what ought be. Some, 
like Mr. Tyler, simply not care—it the motion that counts, rather 
than the that bicycle must ridden, flat tire no. So, Waiting 
for Godot was concerned with stasis, with waiting, That Fall 
concerned with movement. The classic form movement literature, 
behaviouristic psychology, towards goal. But, one was 
quite sure, Godot, just whom what was waiting for, why, 
one All That Fall quite sure what that he, she, mov- 
ing toward. Godot, was the waiting that became important because 
gave the fiction purpose the patently hopeless human condition, 
and All That Fall, motion for the sake motion becomes the pur- 
pose action. Beyond this cannot see; are blinded the dust 
all that movement, which, Mrs. Rooney says, will not settle 
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our time. And when does some great roaring machine will come 
and whirl all skyhigh again.” 

Certain overtones the play are almost too overt keep the game 
interesting. Mrs. Rooney, who longs for child, has set out meet 
train, the Mail, that carries her husband, but the train (ah, Freud), 
late. And late because child has fallen out one the car- 
riages, onto the line, and has been killed beneath the wheels. This 
intrusion naked symbolism defect not apparent Beckett’s other 
writings, and its absence has accounted for good deal his popular- 
ity with the critics. Beckett has always been tough nut crack. But, 
one the solidities work that will yield many sorts 
analysis, and the Freudian game too simple, there are others 
more complex. 

There are two antipodal kinds literary journey—Céline’s and 
Dante’s—although both are concerned with the same root problem: 
the minimal salvation the individual through the examination the 
self critical journey. However, Beckett’s journey, that is, the jour- 
ney Mrs. Rooney, towards neither light nor dark; oblique, 
tangent the station where the train always late, where our de- 
partures and our unhappy welcomes take place. She continually being 
overtaken dung carts, madmen sick bicycles, stoics motorcars, 
pushed into conveyances into which she does not fit. After time, one 
longer certain the direction movement. “What way 
asks her husband. have forgotten what way facing.” 
have turned aside,” Mrs. Rooney answers, “and are bowed 
down over the When Mr. Rooney asks this simple question 
asking, implication, much more, for the question reflexive 
terms Beckett’s work well his characters, and leads 
back that work. Dante and Ferdinand Bardamu were never lost 
this sense being lost, for the latter carried his own internal values 
and tried them—root, hog, die—against the powers the world, 
and Dante indicated his values through his selection goal. Mr. 
Rooney, bent down over the ditch, has lost critical traveler 
needs most: point view, prominence, however occasional, from 
which view the world, and has lost also what every literary 
protagonist must have: the capacity for self-examination. “Once and 
for all,” Mrs. Rooney says, earlier, “do not ask speak and move 
the same time. shall not say this this life again.” 

This theme Beckett’s work the paradox that art needs move- 
ment for its expression, while the artist’s need for stasis, for point 
view. Only through symbols permanence can depict change (for 
change has meaning there such thing permanence), and 
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only through movement can the necessary lines drawn, the story 
told. But this is, perhaps, real contradiction, real thematic con- 
flict, for the themes Godot and That Fall complement each 
other sense, because every waiter must have traveler for whom 
waits. Godot showed the inn-keeper’s view the picaresque. 

Ultimately, then, Mrs. Rooney’s not journey love, nor jour- 
ney the end the night; not pilgrimage; not even the 
pragmatic journey the suburban housewife come meet the com- 
muters’ train. senseless journey, painful behold, for Mrs. 
Rooney’s grotesqueness not that the clown, but the diseased 
person: grotesque, but not laughable. not laugh Beckett’s 
characters—even when they are ridiculous. Our laughter held back 
smile held back room full mourners. For carry within 
us, all, the images Vladimir and Estragon, Mrs. Rooney and Mr. 
Tyler, and one does not laugh too long too loudly himself. 

see ourselves, then, Beckett? Yes. see ourselves, but 
not realistically, not others see us. Beckett’s mirror held not 
nature, but the mouth the dying man, hopes that will, 
before the glass clouds over with that final breath, able reach out 
finger, trace small, clear space the surface, and take one last 
inward look his humanity. “One has,” after all, “these moments 
lucidity.” And they come too late? Well, what better way die than 


—ROBERT PAUL 


SOME TALENT, SOME HOPE 


Leftover Life Kill. Caitlin Thomas. Boston: Atlantic-Little 
Brown. $4.50. 


—Dylan Thomas 


Because the semi-legendary aspects Dylan Thomas’ life, most 
readers Caitlin Thomas’ Leftover Life Kill will probably approach 
the book with either hope, prejudice, anxiety. The Thomas enthus- 
iast will consider one more artifact belonging the cult. Those who 
disapprove Thomas (whether moral critical grounds), may 
ask why the book was published all. The impartial reader—if such 
possible where Thomas concerned—should hope find biographical 
information relevant Thomas’ work. But almost everyone, regard- 
less where his loyalty is, will astonished, profoundly moved, and 
bit puzzled when puts this book down. 
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When Caitlin Thomas lost Dylan, she lost God, Wales, and her 
reason for living. Unable face seclusion the tearing memories 
Wales, she dove, headlong and death-seeking, into the excesses what 
remained life. And so, once again are presented with the con- 
fessions romantic sensibility, once again dragged along the ancient 
migratory lines between Britain and the Italian twilight, and one again 
faced with the problem distinguishing between “honesty” and over- 
intimate, over-sentimentalized art. 

the confessions Gide, Rousseau, and Montaigne, Caitlin 
Thomas’ book tends purge and deify the author. However, the un- 
bridled portrayal intense emotion, within arbitrary number 
printed pages, does not necessarily constitute work art. What 
lacking here control over and selection material, for art comes 
from control and selection, not from sheer expression feeling. (One 
may consider Look Homeward, Angel and the Way All Flesh, 
novels that fail because the absence these virtues). not 
intent here attack the “art the the self will always remain 
the artist’s best source truth and understanding; all art some 
way “about” the artist. Great confessional art has been written how- 
ever, has achieved stature and significance through selection and ar- 
rangement. James Joyce one who has produced such art. But, 
must hesitant consider art the recent flood books which deify 
suffering and misery ends themselves. 

dismiss Leftover Life Kill unequivocally into this category, 
however, would the book injustice, for alluring, 
strong, distinctive book. The value Mrs. Thomas’ work 
found her style. Mrs. Thomas that line writers who have 
experimented with style order find more vital form expression 
writers such Joyce, Virginia Woolf, and Gertrude Stein. Mrs. 
Thomas’ style the dynamic expression her neurosis; she tries 
gather life into one moment and release this moment burst 
words, much Vincent Van Gogh tried transplant expression onto 
his canvas frenzied quarter hour. Her style seems squeezed between 
short breaths punctuation 


hoped that being this select, mostly which was good say- 
ing dead and gone; and many attractive, group women, who covertly 
turned their backs me; would not prejudice participation the envi- 
ably spinning and jiggling lower strata. 


There are times when she interrupts herself insert word phrase 
conjured association too strong set aside: 
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was locked the hospital, somewhere the bows, the bowels the 
ship, and not let out for three whole tossing days. 


Her style, like Thomas’, has the ability captivate sound: 


But ever had the courage look homewards, and saw, through the 
blinds unwillingness there, the heaven-rent, wrecked, wracked 
shack, adrift with water, and manned rats; sunk the leaking navel 
that once was home when Dylan those far off, still near days, 
slept there and now was less comfortable than crucifixion: then knew 
was good pretending anymore. 


Style part form, and further analysis Mrs. Thomas’ style 
will demonstrate the relationship form content. Her different 
moods are expressed correspondingly different styles; her calms 
tranquil style, her neurotic uncertainties nervous, bursting 
lines. The style becomes her emotion. 

There sample day with Dylan, “with all the innards and lights 
taken out.” learn Thomas’ passion for lies, his hypochondria, his 
ability adapt any kind people places, his contentment with 
the that lived world his own such extent that 
would not travel the same carriage his children. The day ends 
when Thomas, “blown with muck and somnolence,” goes 


his humble shed, nesting high above the estuary; and bang into in- 
tensive scribbling, muttering, whispering, intoning, bellowing and juggling 
words; till seven o’clock, prompt.” 


The strong love between these two people, somewhat open ques- 
tion after John Brinin’s book Thomas America, firmly and 
convincingly re-established Mrs. Thomas. the beginning her 
book find the romantic image love-in-death when she expresses 
desire press her living flesh into the rotting poet until “the dead 
and the living would desired one.” The vapors their love weave 
through the passages Elba and the affair with Joseph, the young 
Italian boy, lilac odors sifting viably through barred windows. Even 
during this affair one feels Mrs. Thomas’ love for one does not 
feel that she dancing the poet’s grave. 

This book may divided into three general sections, each distin- 
guished variation style: the violent, shattering passages before 
her trip Elba, the relative calm Elba and Joseph, and the brief, 
moving, but hopeless departure from Elba. Her return Wales 
profound movement towards emptiness. 

Mrs. Thomas, her sensitivity, style, and powers observation 
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indicate, artist, but this book will not give her rank serious 
consideration. Leftover Life Kill is, instead, announcement 
talent. can only wait see she writes again, she creates art 


rather than emotion, see her gift destroyed used. 
should not wait with great expectations, but with hope. 


—STANLEY RADHUBER 


The Oregon 
Co-Operative Store 


From Our Trade Books Department: 


FIFTEEN THREE 
five stories each Cassill, Herbert Gold, and James Hall. 
paper $1.45 


GENIUS THE BAROQUE 


Marc Pincherle, author Corelli, His Life, His Music. 
Musical examples and catalogue Vivaldi’s works. 


illustrated $4.95 


Tue New Poets ENGLAND AND AMERICA 


two-hundred fifty poems fifty-two poets, including Donald 
Davie, Keith Douglas, Donald Hall, Robert Lowell, Melvin Walker 
Follette, Joseph Langland, Howard Nemerov, Paul Petrie, Louis 
Simpson, Richard Wilbur; with introduction Robert Frost. 


paper $1.45 
INFLAMED 


James Morris. view the Middle East today. 
$5.00 
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